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wicked." There was a great searching of heart in
families ; the newspapers were immense. A large
number of copies of "Childe Harold" and of
"Manfred" were confiscated, and examples of
Pollok's " Course of Time " (by many persons
preferred to " Paradise Lost," as of a purer
orthodoxy) were substituted for them. Even the
young Macaulay, who had suddenly become a
power, joined the enemy, and declared that" perhaps
no person can be a poet, or can ever enjoy poetry,
without a certain imsoundness of mind." Ah, but,
cries in effect the excellent Henry Taylor, we will so
coerce and browbeat and depress the poets that
they shall not think a thought or write a line that is
not "sound," and the Benthamite himself (the
stupendous original Jeremy had died, of course, in
1832) shall pluck, unhandily enough, at the lyre
now consecrated to utility and decorum.

It was the old balance between "stasy" and
"ec-stasy," and Henry Taylor was, to a certain
extent, justified by the character of such contempo-
rary works as might beheld to belong to the ecstatic
species. It did not seem a moment at which great
subjects and a great style were prepared to commend
themselves. The most prominent inclulgers in
"the mere luxury of poetry" were Heraud and
Reade, whose efforts were calculated to bring instant
ridicule upon imaginative writing by their hollow
grandiloquence. There were the Byronisms of
Croly, the once-famous author of that gorgeous
romance, " Salathiel," and there was the never-